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TO Hs ES PECI A1 
good friend Maſter Raph Crane, 


and the reſt of his mot entire well wil- 


lers, the Gentlemen ofthe Innes 


of Court and Chauncerie. Tho- 
mas Lodge of Lincelnes Inne 


Gent. Wilhcth increaſe of 
w orſhip and contir u- 
ance in vertue. 


ge - 5 — —— 


Wocte Maſter Crane, I had 

not thougnt at this inſtant to 
Wes haue partaked my paſſions 
Y with the print, whoſe diſcon- 
tented thoughts fo long in- 
ured to obſcuritic were diuorſed many 
yeares ſince, from vaine glories inordinate 
follie: but the baſe neceſſities of an extraua- 
gant melancholie mate, that had no other 
vnde of quod ad victum attinet, but the fore- 
ſtalling of other mens inuentions, made my 
vnperfit Poems (in ſpite of waſte paper) to 
hazard an apprenteſhip 1 in Poules : ſo that, 
that which in the firſt peeping foorth was 
* vyholie 


The Epiſtle 
wholie predeſtinate to your friendſhip, by 
an ynderhand marte, is made the mercina- 
rie recreation of cuerie ridiculous mate. 
Ourwits now adaics are waxt verie fruite- 
full, and our Pamphleters more thanprodi- 
gall; Sothatthepoſtes which ſtoode naked 
a tedious aon terminus, doo vaunt their dou- 
ble apparrell as ſoone as euer the Exche- 
quer openeth; and euerie corner is tooke 
vp with ſome or other penileſſe companion 
that will imitate any eſtate for a twopennie 
almes. I could afford you whole ſeruices of. 
abſurdities, that would diſquiet the diſgeſti- 
on of Arte w/q; ad nauſæam, were it not that 
Ipittie to particularize ſunple fellowes im- 
perfections, and am altogether loath to ad- 
uenture my paines in ſo vngratefull a Pro- 
uince. For transformed Scilla how euer ſhe 
hapned now to bee diſioyned from diſdain- 
full /harybdis;rhinke not, but if they haue 
good ſſipping they wil meete ere long both 
in one ſhop: and landed they had at this in- 
ſtant, in one and the ſelfe ſame bay, if Scilla 
(the vnfortunater of the two.) had not met 
with a needie pirate by the way. Ariued ſhee 


is, 


Dedicatorie, 
is, hough in a contrary coaſt, but ſo wrackt, 
and woatherbeaten E the vnſ kilful- 
nes of rough writers, that made their poaſt 
haſte paſſage by night, as Glaucus would 
ſcarce know her, ifhe met her: yetmy hope 
is Gentlemen, that you wil not ſo much ima- 
gine what ſhe is, as what ſhee was; inſomuch 
as from the ſhop of the Painter, ſhee is falne 
into the hands ofthe ſtainer. Thus referring 
the ſupportãce ofmy credit, & the inability 
of my verſe to your ingenious opinions, I 
bid you farewel til the next Tearmʒat vvhich 
time Ihope to entertaine your ſeuerall de- 
lights, vvith farre better diſcourſes, and bee 
ſuppliant to my good friend Maſter C raue, in 
ſome or other more acceptable Poem. Inthe 
meane time let my appliable voluiſſe, intitle 
me to your curteſie.vvhoſe I am during life 
in all enterchangeable dutie. 


Your friend aſſured 
T bomas Lodge, 


The moſt pithie 55 3 
Hifforie of Glaucus and Silla. 


Alking alone (all onely full of griefe) 
WV mit athicket nere to Iſis floud, 

CUeeping my wants, and wailing (cant reliefe, 
Aringing mine armes (as one with ſozrowe wood); 


Thepiteous ſtreames relenting at my mone 
Clithdzew their tides, and ſtaid to heare me grone. 
From foꝛth the channell, with a ſozrowing crie 
The Sta- god Glaucus (with his hallowed heares 
Vet in the teares ok his ſad mothers dye) 
QAith piteous lakes befoze my face appeares; 
Foz whome the Nimphes a moſſte coate did frame, 
Embꝛoadered with his Sillas heauenlpname, 
And as J ſat under a Millow tree, 
The louelie honour of faire Thetis bower; 
Repoſd his head vpon mp faintfull knee : 
And when mp teares had ceaſt their tozmie ſhower 
De dꝛied my cheekes, and then beſpake him ſo, 
As when he waild J ſtraight foꝛgot mp woe, 
Jnfoztunate, why wandzeth thy content 
From fozth his ſcope as wearied of it ſelfe 
Thy bokes baue ſchold the from this fond repent, 
And thou canſt talke by pzoofe of waucringpelfe; 
into the wozld ſuch is intonſtanc ie, 
As ſapp to tree, as apple to the epe. 
Marke how the moꝛne in roſeat colour ſhines, 
And ſtraight with cloudes the Sunnie trac is clad; 
Then ſee how pomp thꝛough waxe and waine declines, 
From high to lowe, from better to the bad 
Take moiſt from Sea, take colour fromhis kinde, 
Bekoze the wozld deuoid of change thou finde, 
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Vith ſecret eye loke on the earth a while, 

Regard the changes Nature foꝛceth there; 

Behold the heauens, whoſe courſe all ſence beguile; 
Reſpect thy ſelfe, and thou ſhalt find it cleere, 
That infantlike thou art become a youth, 
And pouth fozeſpent a wꝛetched age enſu'th, 

In ſearching then the ſcholemeng cunning noates, 
Of — earth, of flowers, of ſpzinging trees, 
Ok hearbs, ot mettall, and of Thetis floates, © 
Dflawes and nurture kept among the Bees: 
Conclude and knowe times - by courſe of — 
Then mourne no moꝛe, but moane mp haples ſtate 
Here gan he pauſe and ſhake his heauie head. 
And fould his armes, and then vnkould them ſtraight; 
Faine would he ſpeake, but tongue was charm'd by dead, 
CAhirt I that ſawe what — did him awaight, 
Comparing his miſhaps andmoane with mine, 

Gan ſmile fo2 ioy and dꝛie his dzooping eyne. 
But (loe) a wonder; from the channels glide 
A ſweet melodfous nopſe of muſicke role, 
That made the ſtreame to dance a pleaſant tive, 
The weedes and ſallowes neere che bancke that groes 
Gan ſing, as when the calmeſt windes accozde 
To greete with balmie bzeath the fleeting loꝛde. 
Upon the ſiluer boſome of the ſtreame 
Firſt gan faire Themis ſhake her amber locks, 
Whomallthe Nimphs that waight on Neptunes tealme 
Attended from the hollowe of the rocks, 

In bziefe, while theſe rare parragons aſſemble, 
The watrie wozld to touch their teates do tremble, 
Foting it featlie on the graſſie ground, 

Theſe Damſels circling with cheir bꝛigbtſome kairts 
The loue-licke God and J, about vs wound | 
Like ſtarres that Ariadnes crowne repaires : 

ho once hath ſeene 02 pꝛide of moꝛne, oꝛ dap, 
Qould deeme all pompe within their cheekes did "os 


Nais | 
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Nais faire Nimph with Bacchus iuoꝛie touch, 
Gan tune a paſſion with ſuch ſweete repoꝛts, 
And euerie woꝛd, noate, ſigh, and pauſe was ſuch, 
And euerie Cadence fed with ſuch conſoꝛts, 
As were the Delian Harper bent to heare, 
Der ſtatelie ſtraines might tempt his curious care, 
Oflone(God wot)the louelie Nimph complained ; 
But ſo of loue as fo2ced loue to loue her; 
Aud euen in loue ſuch furious loue remained, 
As ſearching out his powzefull ſhaft to pꝛoue her, 
He faand his quiuer emptied of the beſt, 
And felt the arrowe ſticking in his bzeaſt, 
Under aPopler Themis did repoſe her, 
And from abꝛier a ſweetkull bꝛanch did plucke 2 
TAhen midſt the bꝛier cre ſhe could ſcarce ſuppole her 
dA Nightingale gan ſing: but woe the lucke; 
The bꝛanch ſd neete her bzeaſt, while ſhe did quicke her 
To turne her head, on ſodaine gan to pꝛicke her. 
Cali ſmiling Clore midſt her enuious bluſhes, 
Gan blame her feare and pꝛetilie (aid thus; 
CUozſe pꝛickes than theſe are found among theſe buches, 
And yet ſuch pꝛickes are ſcarcelie feard of vs. 
Nap ſoft ( ſaid Chelis)pꝛickes do make birds ſing, 
But pꝛickes in Ladies boſomes often ſting, 
Thus teſt they on the Nightingales repoꝛt, 
And on the pꝛickle of the Eglantine 
On Nais ſong, and all the whole conſoꝛt 
In publique this ſweete ſentence did aſſigne; 
That while ſome ſmile, ſome ſigh thzough change of time; 
Some ſmart, ſome ſpoꝛt amidſt their pouthlie pꝛime. 
Such wꝛeathes as bound the Thebans iuoꝛie bow; 
Such gap trickt garlands pleit theſe tollte Dames; 
The flowꝛes theinſelues when as the Nimphes gan bowe, 
Gan vaile their creſtes in honour of their names: 
And ſmilde their \weete and woed with ſo much gle, 
As if they ſaid, (weet Nimph come gather mer. 
ES But 
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But penciue Glaucus paſſionate with painings, 
Amidſt their reuell thus began his ruth; 
Nimphes, flie theſe Groues late blaſted with mp plainings, 
Fox cruell Silla nill regard mp truth: 
And leaue vs two conſozted in our gronings, 
To regiſter with teares our bitter monings. 
The flouds do faile their courſe to ſee our troſſe, 
The fields fozſake their grene to heare dur griefe, 
The rockes will wepe whole ſpꝛings to marke our loſle, 
The hills relent to ſtoꝛe our ſcant reliefe, 

The aire repines, the penciue birds are heauie, 
Te trees to ſec vs paind no moze are leauie. 
Ay me, the Shepheards let their flockes want feeding, 
And flockes to ſee their palie face are ſozie, 
The Nimphes to ſpie the flockes and ſhepheards needing 
P2epare their teares foheare our tragickeſtozle 2 

Chil we ſurpꝛiſde with griefe cannot diſcloſe them, 

ith ſighing wiſh the woꝛld foꝛ to ſuppoſe them. 
He that hath leene the ſweete Arcadian bop 
Wing the purple from his fozced wound, 
Vis pꝛetie teares betokening his annoy, 
Dis ſighes, his cries, his falling on the ground, 
The Ecchoes ringing krom the rockes his fall. 
The trees with teares repoꝛting ok his thzall: 
And Venus ſtarting at her loue-mates crie, 
Foxcing hir birds to haſt her chariot on; 
And full of griefe at laſt with piteous eie 
Seene where all pale with death he lap alone, 

Whoſe beautie quaild, as wont the Lillies dzop 

When waſtfull winter windes doo make them ſtoop : 
{er daintie hand addꝛeſt to dawe her deere, 
Her roſeall lip alied to his pale cheeke, . - 
Her ſighes, and then her lookes and heauie cheere, 
Her bitter thꝛeates, and then her paſſions meeke; 
How on his ſenſeles coꝛpes ſhe lay a trying, 
As if the bop were then but new a dying. 


He 
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* He that hath vewo Angelica the faire 
Beltraught with fancie nere the Caſpian ſpꝛings: 
Renting the treſſes ofher golden haire, | 
Hoh on her harpe with pitious notes ſhe ſings 
Ok Rolandsruth,of Medors falſe depart, 
Sig bing each reſt from center ok her heart. 
Dow now ſhe wzites vpon a beechen bow 
Der Medors name, and bedlam like againe 
Calls all the heauen to witnes of his vom, 
And ſtraight againe begins a mournefull ſtrame, 
And how in thought ok her true faith loꝛzſoocnen 
De fled her boluzes, and how his league was bzoken, 
Ape me who markes her harpe hang vp againe 
Upon the willowes watered with her teares, 
And how lhe rues to read her Rolands paine, 
ben but the ſhadowe ol his name appeares; _ . i 
Could make moze plainings from his eyes to flee 
Than teares diſlill from amber weeping tre, 
De that hath knowne the paſſionate miſhappes 
That nere Olimpus faire Lucina felt 
When as her Latium loue her fancie trappes, 
How with ſuſpect her inward ſoule doth melt: 
Oz markt the Pozne her Cephalus complaining, - 
1 May then recount the courſe of all our paining, 
But tender JAimphes to you belongs no teene ; 
Then fauoz me in flying from this bower * * 
Q hereas but care and thought of croſſes been, "ry 
L caue me that loſe my ſelfethzough fancies power, 
1 Thzough fancies power which had J leaue tolwle it, 
3 No fancie then ſhould fee me foꝛ to chwſe it. 
CUhen pou are fled the Heauen ſhall lowze fo2 ſozrowe, 
The day oꝛecaſt halbe bedtime with ſable, 
The aire from Sea ſuch ſtreaming ſhowzes ſhall bozrow 
As earth to beare thebzunc ſhal{not be able, ; 
And ſhippes ſhall ſafely (aile whereas befozne 
Theploughinan watcht the reaping of his cone, 


Goe 


, Glaticus and Scilla; 
Goe pou in peace to Neprunes wattie ſound, 
Na moze map Glaucus play Him with ſo pꝛettie; 
But ſhun reſo2t where ſolace nill be found, 

And plaine my Scillaes pꝛide and want ot pittie: 
Alas ſmætt Nimphs my Godhead's all in vaine, 
Foꝛ why this baeſt includes immoꝛtall paine. 

Scilla hath eyes, but to ſweete eyes hath Scilla; 

Scilla hath — hands but cop in touching; 

Scilla in wit ſurpaſſeth graue Sibilla, | 

Scilla hath woꝛds, but woꝛds well ſtoꝛde with grutching ; 
Scilla a Saint i in loke,no Saint in ſcozning: 

L oke Saint-like Scilla, leaſt I die with mourning, 
Alas why talke J + Sea-god ceaſe ta mourne her, 
Fo? in her nay mp ioyes are euer cealing : 

Ceale life oz loue, then ſhall J neuer blame her; 

But neither lone noꝛ life may finde decrealing. 

A moztall wound is mp immo2tall being, 

Ahich paſſeth thought, oꝛ epes aduiſed ſeeing, 
Derewith his faltring tongne by ſighs oppꝛeſſed 
 Fozſakehis office, and his bloud reſozted 
To feede the heart that wholly was diſtreſſed, -/ 
TUhiltt pale (like Pallas flowꝛe) mp knee ſuppozted 

His feeble head and arme, ſo full of anguilh, 

That they which ſawe his ſozrowes gan to languiſh. 
Themis the copeſt ofthis beauteous traine 
On hillte toppes the wonderous Moly found, 

Which dipt in balmie deaw ſhe gan to ftraine, 

Aud bꝛought her pꝛeſent to recure his wound: 

Clore the gathered Amaranthus flower, 

And Nais ; Yoon bloſſom in that ſtowze. 

Some chafe his temples with their louelie hands, 

Dome ſpꝛinkle water on his pale wan cheekes, 

Some weepe, ſome wake, ſome curſe affections bandes; 

To ſee ſo poung,lo faire,become ſo weake 2 
But not their pitious hearbs, oz ſpzings haue wopbing, 
To eaſe that heart where wanton loue ts — 
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Naithles though loath co ſbewe his holy kindneg 

On euerie one he ſpent a loke fo2 fauour, 

And pꝛaped their pardon vouching Cupids blindnes, 

(Dh fancies fond that naught but ſozrawes ſauour); 
To ſee a louely God leaue Sea Nimphes lo : 
ho cannot dome vpon his deadly woe $ 

Themis that knewe, that waters long reſtrained 

B}eake fo2th with greater billowes than the bzookes 


That ſwetelp float thzough meades with flowzes diſtained, 


With cheerefull lates did raiſe his heauie lookes; 
And bad him ſpeake and tell what him agreeu d: 
Fo? griefes diſcloſ d (ſaid ſhe) are ſoone telecu d. 
And as the wicht ſo all the reft did woe him; 
By whole inceſſant ſuites at laft inuited, 
Ie thus diſcouered that which did vudoo him, 
Undo2derlie his hideous harmes recited, 
When firſt which fingers wagge he ganto ſtill them, 
And thus with dꝛierie tearmes of loue did fill them, 
Ah Nimphes (quoth he) had J bp reaſon learnt 
That ſecret art which birdes haue gaind by ſence, 
By due fozeſight milkoztune to pꝛeuent; 
Oz could mp wit contronle mine epes offence : 
Dou then ſhould ſmile and J ſhould tell ſuch lozies, 
As woods, and waues ſhould triumph in our glozies, 
But Nereus daughters, Sea-bozne Saints attend, 
Lake bzeeding Geeſe when from the Eaſterneclime 
They liſt vnto the weſterne waters wend 
To chooſe their place of reſt by courſe of time, 
Appꝛoaching Taurus haughtie topped hill 
They charme their cackle by this wondꝛous ſkill, 
The climing mountaine neighbouring ap2e welnie, 
Path harbozev in his rockes and deſart haunts 
hole airies of Eagles peſt to flie 
That gazing on the Sonne their birth right vaunts, 
Ahich birvs of Ioue with deadlie fewde purfue 
The wandering Geele, "_ ſo they pꝛeſle in vewe. 
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Theſe fearefull flitting tropes by nature tought, 
Maſling theſe dangerous places of purſuit: 
hen all the deſart vales they thzough haue ſought, 
CUith pibbles ſtop their beakes to make them mute, 
And by this meanes their dangerous deathes pꝛeuent 
And gaine their wiſhed waters of frequent. 
But J fond God (J God complaine thy follie ) 
Let birds by ſenſe exteede mp reaſon farre: 
TUhilom than J who was moze ſtrong and iollie 
Tho moꝛe contemnd aftections wanton warre $ 
TUholeſſe than J lou d luſtfull Cupids arrowes$ 7 
ho now with curſe # plagues poꝛe Glaucusharrowes, © 
How haue J leapt to heare the I ritons play 4 
Aharſh retreat vnto the ſwelling flonds ? 
Low haue J kept the Dolphins at a bay, 
Then as J ment to charme their wanton mods? 
How haue the angrie windes growne calme fo; lone, 
hen as theſe fingers did my harpe ſtrings moue ? 
Tlas any Nimph, pou Nimphes was euer any 
That tangled not her fingers in my treſſe: 
Same well J wotand of that ſome full many 
Tiſht o2 my faire, oz their deſire were leſſe 
Euen Ariadne gazing from the ſkie 
Became enamoꝛde of poꝛe Glaucus eye. 
Amidſt this pꝛide of youth and beauties treaſure 
It was my chaunce,you flods can tell my chancing, 4 
Fleting along Sicillian bounds fo pleaſure, 
To ſpiea Nimph of ſuch a radiant glancing, 3 
As when Jlokt , a beame of ſubtill firing 3 
From eye to heart incenſt a deepe deſiring, a 
Ah had the vaile of reaſon clad mine eye, 
This foe of freedome had not burnt mp heart: 
But birds are bleſt, and moſt accurſt am J 
Tho mult repoꝛte her glozies to my (mart, 3 
The }Amph J ſawe and lou de her, all to cruell 4 
Scilla,faire Scilla, my fond fancies iuell. E 
Der 
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Her haire not truſt, but ſcatterd on her bzow, 
Surpaſſing Hiblas honnie fo2 the view, 
On ſoftned golden wires; Jknow not how 
Loue with aradiant beautie did purſue 
My to iudiciall eyes, in darting fire 
That kindled ſtraight in me my fond deſire, 
CUithin thele ſnares firſt was my heart intrapped, 
Till thꝛough thoſe golden ſhꝛowdes mine eies did ſee 
An puoꝛie ſhadowed front, wherein was wꝛapped 
Thaſe pꝛetie bowꝛes where Graces couched be: 
Next which her cheekes appeerd like crimſon ilk, 
©2 ruddie roſe beſpꝛed on whiteſt milk, 
T wirt which the noſe in louely teno2 bends, 
(To traitrous p2etie fo2 a Louers view:) 
Next which her lips like violets commends 
By true pꝛopoꝛtion that which death inſue; 
Thich when they ſmile, p2eſent vnto the eies 
The Ocean pꝛide and puoꝛie paradice, 
Her polliſht necke of milke white ſnowes doth ſhine, 
As whenthe Mone in Uinter night beholdes them: 
Her bꝛeaſt of alablaſtercleere and fine, 
IAhereon two riſing apples faire vnfolds them 
Like Cinthias face when in her full ſhe ſhineth, 
And bluſhing to her Loue-mates bower declineth. 
From whence in length her armes do ſweetly ſpꝛed 
Like two rare bꝛanchie ſaples in the Spzing, 
Yecelding flue louely ſpꝛigs from euerie head, 


Pꝛopoꝛtioned alike in euerie thing; 
Ahich featly ſpꝛout in length like ſpꝛingboꝛne krends, 
Mhoſe pꝛetie tops with ſtue ſweet roles ends. 


But why alas ſhould A that Marble hide 

That doth adoꝛne the one and other flanke, 

From whence a mount of quickned ſnow doth glide; 
©! els the vale that bounds this milkwhite banke, 
here Venus and her ſiſters hide the fount, 


Whoſe louely Nectar dooth all ſweetes ſurmount. 
B 2 Con⸗ 
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Confounded with deſcriptions, J muſt leaue them; 
Louers muſt thinke,and Poets muſt repoꝛt them: 
Fo? ſilly wits map neuer well conceaue them, 
Unleſſe a ſpeciall grace fromheauen conſoꝛt them. 
Aies me, theſe faires attending Scilla won me: 
But now(\weet Nimphes) attt᷑d what hath vndon me. 
The louely bꝛeaſt where all this beautie reſted, 
Shꝛowded within a wozld of deepe diſdaine: 
Foz where J thought mp fancie ſhould be feaſted 
With kinde affect, alas (vnto mp paine) 
CAben firſt J woode the wanton ſtraight was flying, 
And gaue repulſe befoze we talkt of trying. 
How oft haue J (too often haue J done lo) 
In ſilent night when euerie eye was ſleeping, 
Dꝛawne neere her caue, in hope her loue were won lo, 
Foꝛcing the neigbboꝛing waters thzough mp weeping 
To wake the windes, who did afflict her dwelling 
hüt J with teares my paſſion was a telling. 
hen midſt the Caſpian ſeas the wanton plaid, 
JT dew whole wꝛeaths of cozrall from the rockes: 
And in her lap my heauenly pꝛeſents laid: 
But ſhe vnkind rewarded me with mockes, 
Such are the kruites that ſpꝛing from Ladies coping, 
ho ſmile at teares, and are intrapt with toping, 
Tongue might grow wearie to repoꝛt mp wwings, 
And heart might burſt to thinke ok her deniall: 
Map none be blamde but heauen fo) all theſed@ings, 
That peeld no helpes inmidſt of all iy triall. 
Heart, tongue, thought, pen nil ſerue me to repent me, 
Dildaine her ſelfe ſhould ſtriue foz to lament me. 
Qrecched Loue let me die, end my loue by my death; 
Dead alas ſtill J live, flie mp life, fade my loue. 
Out alas loue abides, ill J top vitall heath: 
Death in loue, loue is death, woe is me that do pꝛoue. 
Haine and woe, care F griefe euerp day about me houers: 
Chẽ but death what can quel al þ plages of haples * 
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Aies me my moanings are like water dꝛops 

That neede an age to pearce her marble heart, 

J ſow'd true zeale, yet fruiteles were mp crops: 

Ipligbted faith, yet falſehoode wꝛought mp ſmart: 

I pꝛaild her loekes, her lookes diſpiſed Glaucus, 

as euer amozous Sea-god ſcoꝛned thus: 

A bundereth ſwelling tides my mother ſpent 

Upon theſe lockes,and all hir Nimphes were p2eff, 

To pleit them faire when to her bowze went: 

Þe that hath ſeene the wandzing Phoebus creſt, 

Toucht with the Chꝛiſtall of Eurotas ſpzing, 

Che pꝛide oftheſe mp buſhie locks might ling, 

But ſhoꝛt diſcourſe beſemes mp bad ſucceſſe, 

Cache office ok a louer J perfozmed 2 

So keruently mp paſſions did her pꝛeſſe, 

Do ſwerte my laics, my ſpeech ſo well refozmed, 
That (cruell) when ſhe ſawe naught would begile me 
Vith angrie lookes the Nimph did thus exile me, 

Packe hence thou fondling to the weſterne Seas, 

Mithin ſome calmp river ſbꝛowd thy head; 

Foz neuer ſhall mp faire thy loue appeaſe, 

Since kancie from this boſome late ts fled: 

And if thou loue me ſhewe it in departing 2 
Foz why thy pꝛeſence dooth pꝛocure my linarting, 

This ſaid with angrie lookes, away ſhe haſted 

As faſt as flie the flouds befoze the winds 2 

ben J pooze ſoule with wꝛetched ſozrowes waſted, 

Exclaimde on loue, which wit and reaſou blinds : 

And baniſht from hir bowꝛe with wokull poaſting 
A bent mp ſelfe to ſeeke a fozreine coaſting, 

At laſt in wandzing thzough the greater Seas 

It was mp chance to paſle the noted ſtreights: 


And wearied ſo2e in ſ&king after eaſe, 
Amidft the creekes, and watrie coole receits, 


Iſpied from farre by helpe ot ſonnie beames 


A fruicefull Ile begirt with Ocean ſtreames. 
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Veſtward J fleeted, and with heedfull eie 
Beheld the chalkie cliffes that tempt the aire, 
Till at the laft it was my chance to ſpie 
A pleaſant entrance to the flouds repaire; 
Thꝛough which J pꝛeſt, and wondꝛing there beheld 
On either ſive a ſweete and fruicfull field, 
Iſis (the Ladie of that lonely ſtreame ) 
Made holiday in view of my reſozt ; 
And all the Nimphes of that her watrie realme 
Gan trip foꝛ iap, to make me mickle ſpoꝛt: 
But J pooꝛe loule with no ſuch ioyes contented, 
Foꝛſaoke their bowers, and ſecretly lamented, 
All ſolitarie rome J heere about, 
No on the ſhoare,now in the ſtreame J weepe, 
Fire burnes within, and gaſtſy feare without, 
No reſt, noeuſe no hope of any ſleepe: 
290020 baniſht God, heere haue Jill remained, 
Since time mp Scilla hath my ſutes dildained. 
And heere conſoꝛt J now with hapleſſe men, 
Deelding them comfozt, (though my wound be cureleſſe) 
Songs of remoꝛſe J warble now and then, 
herein Jcurſe kond Loue and Foꝛtune dureleſſe, 
Van hope mp weale, mp truſt but bad aduenture, 
Circumference is care, my heart the center. 
Whileſt chus he ſpake, fierce Arc charmde his tongue, 
Dis ſenſes faild, his armes were folded ſtraight, 
And now he ſighes, and then bis heart is ſtung; 
Againe he ſpeakes gaiuſt fancies fond deceit, 
And teares his treſſes with his fingers kaire, 
And rents his roabs, halfe mad with deepe diſpaire, 
Thepiteous Nimpbet that vie wd his heauie plight, 
And heardthe ſtquteltofhts bad ſucteſſe, | 
Did loole the pings oftheirremozſefull light, 
And wept ſo ſoꝛe ed ſee his ſcant redꝛeſſe: 
That of their teares there grew a pꝛetie bꝛwke, 
bolt Chuſtall cleares the clowdes of penciue __ 
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Alas woes me, how oft haue J bewept 
So faire, ſo pong, ſo louelp, and ſo kinde, 
And whilſt the God vpon my boſome ſlept, 
Behelde the ſcarres ofhis afflicted minde, 
Impꝛinted in his puoꝛie bꝛow by care, — 
That fruitleſſe fancie left vnto his ſhare, 
My wandꝛing lines, bewitch not ſo my ſences: 
But gentle Muſe direc their courſe aright, 
Delapes in tragicke tales pꝛocure offentes: 
Peeld me ſuch feeling woꝛds, that whilſt J w2ight 
My wozking lines may fill mine pes with languiſh, 
And they to note my mones may melt with anguiſh. 
The wokull Glaucus thus with woes attainted, 
The penciue Nimphes agreeud to ſee his plight, 
The flouds and fields with his laments acquainted, 
My ſelfe amazd to ſee this heauie ſight; 
On ſodaine Theris with her traine appꝛoched, 
And grauely thus her amoꝛous ſonne repꝛoched. 
My ſonne (ſaid ſhe) immoꝛtall haue J made thee, 
Amidſt my watrie realmes who may compare 
Oz match thy might? Thy then ſhould care inuade thee, 
That art ſo pong, ſo louelp,freſh and faire, 
Alas fond God, it merits great repꝛouing 
Ju States of woꝛth, to doate on fooliſh louing. 
Come wend with me, and midſt thy Fathers bowze 
Let vs diſpoꝛt and frolicke fo a while 
In ſpite of Loue: although he powte and lowze, 
Good exerciſe will idle luſts beguile: 
Let wanton Scilla toy her where ſhe will, 
Liue thou mp ſonne byreaſons leuell ſill. 
Thus ſaidthe Goddeſſe: and although her woꝛds 
Gaue ſignes of counſaile, pompe and maicſtie ; 
Yet natheleſſe her piteous epe affoo2ds 
Some pzetie witneſſe to the ſtanders by, 
That in her thoughts (foꝛ all her outward ſhow) 
She mournd to lee her Sonne amated lo, 
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But (welladap) her wozds haue little foꝛce, 
The haples louer wozne with wozking woe, 
Upon the ground lay pale as anp cozſe, 


And were not teares which from his eyes did flowe, 


And ſighes that witneſſe he entopd his bzeath, 


Which ſpectacle of care made Thetis bow, 
And call on Glaucus, and command her Sonne 
Toycelde her right: and hir aduice allow, 

But (woe) the man whome fancie had vndone 


They might haue thought him Citizen ol death. 


Nill marke her rules: noꝛ wozds, no weeping teares 


Can faſten counſaile in the louers eares, 
The Queene of Sea, with all hir Nimphes aſſured 
That no perſwaſton might releeue his care: 
Rneling adowne, their faltring tongues enured 
To tempt faire Venus by their vowed pꝛaier: 
The tourſe whereof as J could beare tn minde 


Mitch ſozrowing ſobbes they vttered in this kinde, 


Bozne ofthe Sea, thou Paphian Quene of loue, 
Miſtris of ſwerte conſpiring harmonie: 
Lady of Cipris, fo whoſe ſweete behoue 
The Scepeheards pꝛaiſe the pouth of Theſſallie: 
Daughter of Ioue and Siſter to the Sonne, 
Aſũſt pooze Glaucus late by loue vndone, 
So mailt thou baine thee in Th'arcadian bzookes, 
And play with Vulcans riuall when thou liſt, 
And calme his tealous anger by thy lookes, 
And knit thy temples with aroſeat twiſt 
Tf thou thy lelfe and thine almightie Sonne, 
Aſſiſt pooze Glaucus late by loue vndoue, 
May earth ſtill pꝛaiſe thee fo2 her kinde increaſe: 
And beaſts adoze thee foꝛ their fruitfull wombes, 
And fowles with noates thy pꝛaiſes neuer ceaſe, 
And Bees admire thee foz their honnie combes: 
So thou thy lelke and thine almightie Sonne, 


Aſſiſt pooze Glauas late by loue vudone, 
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No ſonet from her reuerent lips were paſt 
Thole latter lines, but mounting in the Caſt, 
Faire Ven in ber iuozie coatch did haſt, 
And toward thoſe penciue dames, her courſe add2eſt ; 
Her doues lo plied their wauing wings with flight, 
That ſtraight the ſacred Goddeſſe came in ſight, 
Upon her head ſhe bare that goꝛgeous Crowne, 
herein the poze Amyntas is a ſtarre; 
Her louely lockes, her boſome hang avowne 
(Thoſenetts that firſt ſuſnar'd che God of warre:) 
Delicious louely ine her pꝛettie ties, 
And ane der cha&kes carnatiosn cloudes arile, 
The ſtately roab ſhe ware vpon her back 
Was lillie white, wherein with cullozed ſilke ; 
Her Nimphes had blaz'd the pong Adonis wack, 
And Lædas rape by Swan as white as mike, 
And on her lap her louely Donne was plaſte, 
Ahoſe beautie all his mothers pompe dekaſte. 
A wieath ofroſes hem d his Temples in, 
His treſſe was curlde and clere as braten gold; 
Haucht were his lakes, and louelp.was his ſ kim, 
Each part as pure as Hrauens etetnalt maldz⸗. 
And on his eies a miſtewhite wzeath was ſp2ed, 7 
Which longſt his backe, with pꝛettie pleits did ſhed, 5 
T wo daintie wings ofpactie eauloꝛ ed plumes | 
Adoꝛne big ſhaulders dallying mithrhewinde 3. of or 
His left hand weldsa Tozeh, chat ener fumes: - 1 
And in his right; bis bowe that fancies bind, 7 If 
And on his back his Quiuer hangs well tozed — 4 
Qith ſundꝛie ſhaſtes; that lundzie dan baue gozed, 
The Deittes arſu d in place neſiten; | 
Faire Venus borto Thetis firtt befpake; © be 10% 
Bꝛinceſſe of Bea (quoti ſhr) as pou requires 4 
From Ceſton which my Donne, mp courſe J take: ey ; 
Frollick faire Goddefſe, Nimphs fozſake pour plaining, | 
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Vith chat the reuerend powꝛes each other kiſſed, 
And Cupid ſmil o vpon the Nimphes foz pleaſure: 
So naught but Glaucus ſolace there was miſſed, 
Which to effectthe Nimphes withouten meaſure 
Intreate the God, who at thela@ dꝛewe nie 
The place, where Glaucus full ofcare did lie, 
And from his bowe a furious dart hee ſent 
Into that wound which he had made befkoze: 
That like Achilles ſwoꝛde became the teint 
To cure the wound that it had caru d befoze: 
And ſodeinly the Sea-god ſtarted vp: 
Neuiude, relieud, and free from Fancies cup. 
No mote of loue, no mote of hate he ſpoke, 
No monꝛe he fozlt the ſighes from out his bꝛeaſt: 
Hts ſodaine iope his pleaſing ſmiles pꝛouoke, 
And all aloft he ſhakes his buſhie creaſt, 
Greeting the Gods and Goddeſſes beſive, 
And euerte Nimph vpon that happie tide, 
Cupid and he together hand in hand 
Appꝛoacb the place ofthis renowned traine: 
Ladies (ſaid he) releaſt from amoꝛdus band, 
Receiue my pziſbner to pour grace againe. 
Glaucus gaue thankes, when Thetis glad with bliſſe 
Embꝛaſt his neck, and his kind cheekes did kiſſe. 
To ſe the Nimphes in flockes about him play, 
How Nais kempt his head, and wacht his bꝛomes: 
How Ihetis checkt him wich his weltaday, 
How Clore toldhim of his amozous vowes, 
How Venus pꝛaiſo him fo his faithfull loue, 
Vithin mp heart a ſodein top did moue, 
TAhilft in this gle this holy trwpe delighe, 
Along the ſtreame afarre faire Scilla floated, 
And coilie vaunft hir creaſt in open ſighe: 
Whoſe beauties all the tides with wonder noated, 
Foze whom Palemon and the Tritons danced 
Chit ſhe hir limmes vpon the cive avuanced, nt . 
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Thoſe ſwift appꝛoach made all the Godheads wonder: 
Glaucus gan ſmile to ſee his louelie foe, 
Rage almoſt rent pe Thetis heart aſonder: 


Was neuer happie trope confuſed ſo 
As were theſe deities and daintie dames, 


Chen they beheld the cauſeof Glaucus blames, v 


Vemuscommends the carriage of her eye, 
Nais vpbꝛaides the dimple in herchinne, 
Cuptd deſires to touch the wantons thie, 
Clore the ſweaxes that euerie eie doth ſinne 
That likes a Nimph that ſo contemneth loue, 
As no attempts her lawles heart may moue, 
Thetis impatient ofher wꝛong ſuſtained, 
With enuious teares her roſeat cheekes afflicted; 
And thus of Scillas foꝛmer pꝛide complained; 
Cupid (ſaid ſhe) ſee her that hath inflicted 
The deadlie wound that harmde my louelie ſonne, 
From whome the okſpꝛing of my care begonne. 
Oh ik there dwell within thy bꝛeſt my boy 
Oz grace, oz pittie,02 remozſe (ſaid ſhe) 
Now bend thy bowe,abate pon wantons toy, 
And let theſe Nimphes thy rightfull iuſtice ſee, 
The God ſone won, gan ſhote,and cleft her heart 
Vith ſuch a ſhaft as cauſd her endles ſmart, 
The tender Mimph attainted vnawares, 
Fares like the Libian L toneſſe that flies 
The Hunters Launce that wounds her in his ſnares; 
Now gins ſhee loue, and ſtraight on Glaucus cries; 
.TWWhilſt on the hoze the goddeſſes reioyce, 
And all the Nimphes afflic the ayꝛe with noyſe. 
To ſhoare lhe flitts, and ſwift as Affrick wind 
Der footing glides vpon the peelding graſſe, 
And wounded by affect recure to finde 
She ſodainely with ligbes appꝛocht the place 
There Glaucus ſat, and wearie with her harmes 


Gan claipe the Sea. god in her amoꝛous armes. 
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Glavcus my love (quoth ſhe) leke on thy louer, 
Smile gentle Glaucus on the Nimph that tckes the; 
But ſtarke as toue lat he, and lift not pꝛoue ber: 
(Ah ſtilp 32imph the lelfeſarne God that ſtrikes thee 
emlith fancies darte,and hath thp fredome flaine) 
Mounds Glaucus with the arrowe of diſdame. 
Oh kiſſe no moze kind Nimpb he likes no kindnes, 
Loue ſlæpes in him, to flame within thy bzeſt, 
Cleer'o are his eies, where thine are clad with blindnes; 
* Fre'd be bis thoughts, where thine mult taſte vureſt x 
Yet nill he leaue,fo2 neuer loue will ie aue her, 
But kruiteles hopes aud facall happes deceaue ber. 
L 02d how her lippes doo dwell vpon his cherkes; 
And how ſhe lookes fo2 babies in his eies: 
And how He fighes,andſweares ſbe loues andickes, 
And how ſe vowes, and he her vowes enuies: 
Truſt me the enuious Nimphs in looking on, 
Vere foꝛſt with teares fo? to aſũſt her mone. 
How oft with bluſhes would ſhe picad foz grace, 
How oft with whiſperings would ſhe tempt his cares: 
How oft with Chziſtall did ſhe wet his face; 
How oft the wipte them with her Amber heates: 
So oft me thought, J oft in heart deſired 
To ſ& the end wheretodiſdaine aſpired, 
Palemon with the T ritons roare fot griefe, 
To ſ& the Miſtris of their iopes amated: 
But Glaucus ſcoznes the Nimph,that waites relicfe: 
And moze ſhe loves the mozethe Sea-god hate, (me 
Such change, ſuch chance,ſuch ſutes, ſuch ſtoꝛms belccue 
Yooze ſilly wzetch did hartely agr&ue me. 
As when the fatall bird of Auguric 
Seeing a ſtoꝛmie diſmall cloude ariſe 
TUithin the South, fozetells with piteous crie 
The weeping tempeſt, that on ſudden hies: 
So lhe pooze foule,in view of his diſdaing 
Vegan todelcant on her future paine, 
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And firing eye vpon the fatall ground, 
hole hoads of flouds dꝛew deaw from out her wats 


And when through inward griefe the laſſe did ſound, 
The ſoltned grafle like billowes did ariſe / 

To woe her bꝛeſts, and wed her limmes lo daintie, 

hom wietched loue had made ſo weake and faintic, 
(Apes me),methinks J ſe her Thetis fingers 
Renting her locks as ſhe were woe begon her 
Andnow herlippes vpon bis lipping lingers : 
Dh lingring paine where loue nill liſt tomoneher ? 

Rue  methac wits, fo2 why her ruth deſerues it: 

Hope ncevs mull faile, where ſozrow ſcarce preſerues it. 
To make long tale were tedious to the wofull, 
Wofull that read what wofail ſhee appzooned 2 
Jn bziefe her heart with deepe diſpaire was ſo full, 
As ſince ſhe might not win her ſwerte beloued. 

With hideous cries like winde bozne backe Ge flev 

Cato the Sea, and toward Sicillia ſped, 
Swete Zephirus vpon that fatall home 
Ju haples tide midſt watrie wozld was walking; 
Whoſe milder ſighes,alas, had little power 
To whiſper peace amongſt che Godheads talking: 

ho all in one conclude foz to purſue, 

The haples Nimph, to ſ@ what would enſue, 
Venus her ſelle and her faire Sonne gan hie 
Wlichin their iuoꝛie Coach d2zawne foxth bp doues 
After this haples Nimph, their power to trie: 

The Nimphes in hope to lee their vowed loues, 

Gan tut the watrie boaſom of the tide, 

As in Cayſter Phoebus hirds doe glide. 
Thetis in pompe vpon a Tritons back 
Did poaſt her ſtraight attended by her traine; 
But Glaucus free from loue by louers wack, 
Seeing me penciue where J did remaine, 
Upon a Dolphin hozſt me (as he was) 
Thus on the — - hand we paſle, 
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Dur talke midway was nought but ſill of wonder, 
Ofchange,of chaunce,of ſozrow,and her ending ; 
I wept foz want: he ſaid, timebzinges men vnder, 
And ſecret want can finde but ſmall befrending, 
And as he ſaid,in that befoze J tried it, 

A blamde mp wit fozewarnd, pet neuer ſpied it. 
Chat nede J talke the ozder of mp wap, 
Diſcourſe was ſteereſman while my barke did ſaile, 
My ſhip conceit,and fancie was mp bay: 

If theſe falle me, then faint my Muſe and faile, 
{aft bꝛought vs where the haples Nimph ſoiourned, 
Beating the weeping wanes that foꝛ her mourned. 
He that hath lerne the No2thzen blaſtes diſpoile 
The pompe of Pꝛime, and with a whiſtling bzeath 
Blaſt and diſpearſe the beauties ofthe ſole; 
Pay thinke vpon her paines moze woꝛſe than death, 
Alas pae Laſſe the Ecchocs in the rockes 
Ok sicilie, her piteous plaining mockes. 
Eccho her ſelfe when Scilla cried out O loue / 
Vith piteous voice from out her hollow den 
Returnd theſe wozds, theſe woꝛds of ſozrow, ( no louc) 
No loue (quoth ſhe) then fie on traiterous men, 
Then fie on hope:then fie on hope (quoth Eccho) 

To euerie wozd the Nimphdid anſwere ſo, 
Foxeuery ſigh,the Rockes returnes a ſigh; 
Fo euerie teare their fountaines peelds a d2op ; 
Till we at laftthe place appꝛoached nigh, 
And heard the mph that fed on ſozrowes ſop 

Make wods,and waues,and rockes, and hills admire 

The wonderous fozce oł her vntam d delire. 
Glaucus (quoth ſhe) is faire: wbilſt Eccho ſiugs 
Glaucus is faite: but pet he hateth Scilla 
The wzetch repoztes: and then her armes (he wzings 
bil Eccho tells her this, he hateth Scilla, 

No hope (quoth ſhe):no hope (quoth Eccho) then. 
Then fieon men: when ſhe laid, e on men, 
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Furie and Rage, Wan- hope, Diſpaire, and Woe 
Ftom Ditis den by Ate ſent, dꝛewe nie: 

Furie was red, with rage his eyes did gloe, 

hole flakes of ſtre from fo2th his mouth did flie, 
His hands and armes ibath d in blood of thoſe 
home fo2tune, ſinne, o2 fate made Countries foes, 

Rage, wan and pale vpon a Tiger ſat, 

Knawing vpon the bones of mangled men; 

Maught can he view, but he repinde thereat : 

Dis lockes were Snakes bꝛed fazth in Stigian den, 

Next whom, Diſpaire that d&pe dildained elf 
Delightleſſe liude, ſtill ſtabbing ol her ſelf, 

Woe all in blacke, within her hands did beare 

The katall toꝛches ofa Funerall, 

Her Cherkes were wet, diſpearſed was hir heare, 

Her voice was ſhzill (pet loathſome there with all): 
Wan-hope (poze ſoule) on bzoken Ancker ſitts, 
Wainging his armes as robbed of his witts. 

Theſe fiue at once the ſozrowing Nimph aſſaile, 

And captiue lead her bound into the rocks, 

here howling ſtill ſhe ſtriues fo2 to p2euaile, 

Qith no auaile pet ſtriues ſhe : foꝛ hirlocks 

Are chang'd with wonder intohideous ſands, 

And hard as flint become her ſnow-white hands, 

The waters howle with fatall tunes about her, 

The aire death ſcoule when as ſhe turnes within them, 

The winds and wauͤes wich puffes and billowes ſkout her; 

Waues ſtozme, aire ſcoules, both wind & waues begin them 

To make the place this mournful Nimph doth weepe in, 

A haples haunt whereas no Nimph may kepe in. 

The Sea-man wandꝛing by that famoug'Tle, 

Shuns all with feare diſpairing Scillaes bowze; 

Nimphes, Sea-gods, Syꝛens when they liſt to ſmile 

Foꝛſake the haunt of Scilla in that ſtowze: 

Ah Nimphes thought J, if euerie cop one felt 
The like miſſhappes, their flintie hearts would melt. 


Thetis 


Glaucus and Scilla, 


Thetis teiopyſt to ſee her foe depꝛeſt, 

Glaucus was glad, ſince Scilla was enthꝛald; 

The Nimphs gan ſmile, to boatt their Glaucus teſt: 

Venus aud Cupid in their thzoaues enſtald, 

At Thetis beck to Neptunes bowze repaire, 
CChereas they feaſt amidſt his pallace faire, 

Ok pure immoꝛtall Nectar is their d2inke, 

Aud ſwerte Ambroſia dainties dw repaſt them, 

The Tritons ſing, Palemon (miles to thinke 

Upon the chance,and all the Nimphs do haſt them 

Ta trickvp mollie garlands where they woon, 

Foz loyelp Venus and her conquering Soune, 

From fa2th the fountaines of his mothers ſtoze, 

Glaucus let flie a daintic Chziſtall baine 

That wacht the Rimphs with labour tir d befoze ; 

Cupid hee trips among this louely traine, 
Alonely J apart did wzite this ozie 
Vith manpa ſigh and heart full ſad and ſoꝛie. 

Glaucus when all the Goddeſſes tooke reſt, 

Mounted vpon a Dolphin kull of glee: 

Conueide me friendly from this honoꝛed feaſt, 

And by the wap, ſuch Sonnets ſong to me, 

That all the Dolphins neighbouring of his glide 
Daunkt with deligbt, his reuerend coutſe beſide, 

At laſt he left me, where at firſt he found me, 

Willing me let the woꝛld and ladies knowe 

Okscillas pꝛide, and then by oath he bound me 

To wꝛite no moꝛe, ot that whence ſhame dooth grow: 

On tie my pen to Penne Knaues delight, 

But liue with fame, and ſo loꝛ fame to wʒight. 

J Adics he left me, truſt me I miſlay nor, 


Burt ſo he left me as he wild mne tell you: 
That Nimphs muſt yceld, when faithfull louers ſtrate not. 
Leaſt through contempt, almightic loue compel! 
With — to make your biding 
Acuricd plague, ſot r back-lliding, | 
LNA. hes 


Glaucus complaint written 
by the ſaid Gent. 


Ide Billowes that by windes aſſiſting bꝛeath 

Doth beate vpon the rocks at laſt dw peirce them: 

Ah then (thou gentle ofſpzing of mp death) 

CAhby faile my plaints when penciue J rehearſe them 

To wound thine eares $ when as my woꝛds exceed them, 

And that my ſighes in ſteade of windes dw leave them. 

Along the flods J wander all fozlozne, 

Noz map the Sea-nimphes ſmiles enkozce me play; 

But ik J think, J thinkvpon thy ſcozne, - 

And if J wiſh, J wiſh mp diſmall dap, 
Oh fruites of loue, oh pow2efull courſe of paine /* "1.8 

That one ſhould like the thing that hath him laine, 

L oke in my mothers Chyiſtall face, faire maide, 

There read the ſtozic ol my bitter ſkate; 

My tcares her ſiluer floatings haue alaid, 

Per troubled lokes fozeſhowe mp wzetched fate: 
If not foz me, pet mourne her bitter weeping, 
And pittie him whole heart is in thy keeping, 

Take pittie Scilla, pittie thou thy louer; 

Fox thou art faire, and beautie ſhould haue pittie, 

Ahlas ſhe flies, perſwaſlons cannot moue her, 

She is too wanton, oz to fooliſh wittie: 

Along the floates the ſcalie troopes encreaſe, 
Det uill ſhe loue to maintaine natures peace, 

Oh ſtepdame Nature haſt thou ſhut theſe faires 

Within the rampeir of ſo deepe diſdaine, 

Co kill a God with ſozrowes and diſpaires: 

Could God thy powze (to leſſen all mp patne) 

- Were dead in herz oz fancies quenchles fire _ 

Might from my bꝛeſt with _ courle retire, 


[ 


Glaucus com plaint. 


But all in vaine (ſo vaine is loues purſute) 
Trie J her cares, and tempt her hardned heart: 
Ceaſe wꝛetched tongue, twere better ſtill be mute, 
Than teil a tale ofgriefe and endles ſmart | 
Ta her that grounds her glozies on diſdaine, 
And takes a mide to viewe mp bitter paint. 
(Fond that Jam) all theſe are faint ſuppoſes: 
Imperious Loue (to ſhewe his endles power) 
My tender and immoꝛtall heart encloſes 
Vithin the center ok her louelp lowze: 
Tuhat all map ſ@z Loues pꝛiſon is her eie, 
And Gods mult ſtœpe vnto his deitie. 
Vet (Loue) allot pꝛeſcriptions vnto woe; 
Els will the ſowze exceed the ſweete by karte: 
Oz leuell pittie from thy lawles bowe, 
That ſoꝛrowe in exceſſe, may cauſe a warre 
That may conſume, if not confound mp like, 
And J map ſ&meto die amidſt the ftrife, 
The deafe nillheare: both ſhe and Loue together 
Paue made a match to aggreuate mp griefe: 
JT {mp hell, there reſts no hope in either: 
From pꝛoud contempt there ſpꝛingeth no reliefe, 
hat reſts there then but ſince J map not gaine her, 
In piteous tearmes and teares fo; to complaine her, 
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The 


The Diſcontented Satyre writ- 
tenby Thomas Lodge Gent. 


g Uch time as from her Mothers tender lap 
The night aroſe, guarded with gentle winds; 
And with her pzecious dew refreſht the ſap 
Olk blame andbarke (whilſt that her mantle blinds 
The vaile of heauen) and euety bird was till 
Saue Philomele, that did bemoane her ill, 
Chenin the Teſt Orion lift aloft 
Dis ſtarrie creſt, and ſmild vpon the Twins; 
And Cynthia ſœmely bꝛight (whoſe eie full oft 
Dad watcht her lone) with radient light begins 
To pierce the vaile of ſilence with her beameg, 
Spoꝛting with wanton cleere on Occan ſtreames. 
Ahen little winds in beating of their wings, 
Did woe the etes to leaue their wonted wake, 
And all was huſht ſaue Zephyrus, that ſings 
Mith louely bzeathings foz the Sea-nimphs ſake: 
My watchfull griefes perplext my minde ſo ſoze, 
That fo2th Jwalke my ſozrowes to deploze. 
The doalp ſeaſon that reſembled well 
Pp dꝛoping heart, gaue like to my lament: 
Each twinckling lamp that in the heauens did dwell 3 
Gan reſt his courſe to hearken mine entent: 4 
Fooꝛth went J ſtill deniſing on my feare ? 
Diſtinguiſhing each footeſtep with a teare. 
My wozking thought deluding of my pace, 
At laſt did bzing me to a deſart dale, 
(By enuious mountaines robd of Phocbus face) 
There growes no hearb to taſte of deaws auaile, 
In midſt thereof, vpon. a bed of moſſe 


A Satyre did his reſtles bodie toſle, 
D 2 Stearne 


The diſcontented Satyre. 


Ste arne were his lookes, afflicing all the feeldg 
That were in view; his buſhte lockes vnd2eſt 
Aith terroꝛ hang, his hauiour hozroz ptelds, 
And with the ſight my ſozrowes were ſuppꝛeſt; 
So , neere J dewe, when ſodenly he roaſe, 
And thus in tearmes his purpoſe did dilcloſe, 
Bluſh daies eternall lampe to ſe thy lot, 
Dince that thy cleere with cloudy darkes is ſcardz 
Lowe on faire Cinthia foz Flike ther not; 
Fo? bozrowed beauties, merit no regard: 
Boaſt Diſcontent, naught may depꝛeſſe thy powze, 
Since in thy ſelle all griefe thou dooſt deuoure. 
Thou art the God whome J alone adoze 
Thoſe powze includeth diſcozds all in one, 
Conkuſions are thy foode and fatall ſtoze, 
Thy name is fearp where thou art moſt vnknowne ; 
Thygrace is great, foz foxtunes laugh and lowze 
Aſailes them not, that glozie in thy powze. 
The minde thzough thee diumes on endleſſe things, 
And fozmes a Heauen thzough others fond miſlikes ; 
Time loathes thy baunt. vet lends thee many wings: 
Refined wits againſt thy bulwarke ſtrikes ; 
And when their curious thoughts are ouerpaſt, 
They ſcozne their bookes, and like thy bent at laff, 
Fo who but thou can peld them any gaine ? 
Depꝛiue the wozld of perfect Diſcontent ; 
All gloꝛies end, true honoꝛ ſtraight is ſlaine, 
And life it ſelle in erroꝛs courſe is ſpent, 
All toile dooth ſoꝛt but to a ſozrie end, 
Fo: through millikes, each learnes fo2 to tommeud. 
hat made fierce Phillips ſoune to manage armes, 
To vaile the pꝛide of Perſia by his word, 
But thou mp God, that he bp others harmes 
Might raiſe his ſeate: and thereby ſtill affoꝛd 
A cauſe ofdiſcontent to them that lot, 


And hate in him that by their powze was croff, 1 


* 


The diſcontented Satyre. 


Let enuie ceaſe, what ꝛince can make it knowne 

How deere heloues his beſt eſteemed friends: 

Fo} were not ſome of purpoſe ouerth2owne , 

Cho map diſterne whereto true fauoꝛ tends : 
Thus Pꝛinces diſcontent dooth honoꝛ ſome, 

And others thzough their hates to credit come, 

ithout thy helpe the Soldier ſhunnes the keeld: 

Dou ſtudeous Arts how fatall haps had pou, 

Ik diſcontents did not ſome ſuccoꝛs peeld : 

Oh fleeting Fame who could thy grace purſue: 

Did not my God ſend emulations out 

To whet the wits and pens of Pallas rout, 

How could the Heauens haue retrograde aſpeas 

Qithout thy helpe$ Pow might the Plannets finde 

Their oppolitions, and their ſtrange effeas, 

Auleſſe thy powꝛe aſſiſled euerie kinde $ 
The aire by ther at firſt inuented voice, 
TAbich once reuerberate, ſtraigbt ye&lds a noite. 

The pencile man that with a careles hand 

Hatch ſhaddowed Venus, hates his lack regard; 

And all amaʒ d doth diſcontented ſtand, 

And mends the ſame that he befoꝛe had mardz 
ho ſ&s not then that it was Diſcontent, 

Tbat ſight to eie, and perfect iudgement lent $ 

The ſchooleman that with h&dleſſe floꝛiſh wyites, 

Refines his fault, if thou dire his eie: 

And then againe with wonder he endites 

Such ſwerte lententious lines, as neuer die: 

Loſt in mp ſelſe in pꝛaiſing of thy might, 

My ſpeech pelds vp bis office to delight, 

This ſaid he ſmil d, and on his reſtles bed 

Repoſde and tolt his indiſpoled lims: | 

A woꝛlaof choughts till hammery'in his head, 

Now would he \leppe, and ſtraight his couch he trims : 
And then he walkes, and there with ſics himdowne: 
And kaines to ling, pet endeth with a frowne, 
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The diſcontented Satyre. 


I ſtood amaz d and wondꝛed at his wozds, 
And ſougbt to ſuck the ſoule from out his lips, 
His rare diſcourſe ſuch wondꝛous ioye affoꝛds: 
But vnawares, like lightfoote F awnehe trips 
Along the lawnes : and J with watch fozeſpenc, 
Dew home and vowde to honoz Diſcontent. 


FINIS. T homas Lodge. 


Sundrie ſweete Sonnets 
written by the ſaid 
| Gent. 


In praiſe ofthe Countrey lite. 
Oft happie bleſt the man that midſt bis countrie bowers 
Without ſuſpect of hate, or dread of enuioustongue 

Nin dwellamang bis oVpne : not dreading fortunes lovres, 

Farre fro thoſe publique plagues that mig htie men hath ſtoong: 
Whoſe kbertie and peace is neuer ſold for gaine, 

Whoſe words das neuer ſooth awanton princes vaine. 
Incertaine hopes, and veWes doo neuer barme his thought, 
And vaine deſires doo ſhunne the place of his repoſe, 

He weepes noyeares miſipent norwant of that he ſought, 

Nor reapes his gaine by words ñor builds upon ſuppoſe : | 
The ſtormes of troubled Sea do neuer force 82 (ears, 
NorT rumpets ſound dooth chang his ſicepes, or charme his 

Ambitions neuer build wit hin his conſtant minde, 

A cunning coy deceipt bisſonle dot h not diſguiſe, 

His firme and cont ant faith corruption. neuer blind, 

He neuer Waits hit wealefrom printes mumdring eyes : 
Bat living well content with eerie kinde of thing. 
Hts his proper court, bis fuuor, and his King. 


Delectable Sonets. 


His wilNreſtraind by wit) is neuer forſt avrie, 

V aine hopes, and farall frares (the courtiers common foi) 

(Afraid by hit foreſight) doo ſhun his roi, Ea : 

And neught but true delight acquaints him where he goer, 
No high attempts towmnne;but humble thoughts and deeds, 
The veriefruites and flowers that ſpring from vertues ſeedi. 

(O deities diuinc) your Godbrads I adore 

That haum the huls,the feeidi, the forreſts and the ſprings, 

That make my quiet thoughts contented wit hay ſtore, 

Andfixe my hopes on heauen, and not onearthly things; 
That Tue me from defires, (in view of courtly ſtrife, ) 

And drawe me tocommend the fields and countrie life. 

My thoughts are nom encloſde within my proper land, 

And if my bodie ſleepe my minde dooth take his reſt 

Ay ſimple xrale and loue my dangers doo wit hſtand, 

The mornings pleaſant ayer inuites me from my neſt, 

If wether wax too warme I ſeeke the ſilent ſhade, 
If froit s affli&t, I ſtriue for warmth by hunters trade. 

Although my biding home be not imboſt with gold, 

And that with cunning ikill my chambers are not dreſt, 

(Whereas the euriouseye my ſunarie ſights bebold) 

Tet feedes my quiet lookes on thouſand flowers at lea#F, 

The treaſures of the plaine the beauties of the ſpring, 
Made rich with Roſes ſiveete and euerie pleaſant thing. 

Amidſt the pallact braue puft vp with wanton ſhowes 

Am bicions dwell and there falſe fauors finde diſguiſe, 

There lodge conſuming cares that hatch our common woes * 

Amiast our painted feelds thepleaſant Fayrie lies, 

Andall thoſe powers diuinet hat with vntruſſed treſſes, 
Contentment, happie loue, and perfect ſport prefeſſes. 

Se ung naug ht remainet my ſolace to betray; 

I heare the pleaſant birds record their ſacred ſtramer, 

When at the mornings riſethey bleſſe the ſpringing day: 

T be murmuring fountains noiſe from out the marble vaines, 
Are pleaſing to mine cares: Whilſt with a gentiil fall 
They fleete from hie, and ſeruc to wet the meads wit hall. 

3 What 


Delectable Poems. 


What ſport may equallthis,to ſee to prettie doue: 

Men neb to neb they icyne, in fluttering of their wings, 

And in their roundelaies with kiſſes ſeale their lones ? 

T hen wondering at the gifts Which happie nature brings; 
What ſport is it to ſleepe and ſlumber by a well, 


By force 
Their daunces broug 


To ſee the horned moone, and deskant on her he 

cere ſiluer ſhining bright and eftſoones then think I 
— that — nk the Latmian fhepheard knew : 

Then doo I wiſhmy ſilfe as faire afriend as ſhe, 

But watching 7 deſire ſhe might diip̃ort with me. 
Thus midſt the ſilent night my ſelfe I doo content: 
FT ben wben as Phozbus beames our Hemiſphere enflames, 
A thouſand change of ſports for pleaſure f innent, 
And feaft my quiet thoughts with ſundrie pleaſant games, 

Now angle 1 awhile, then ſeek I for the chace, 

And ftraight my limerods catch the Sparrows onthe place. 
] like, and mals ſome lone: but yet in ſuch a ſort 
That naught but true delight my certaineſute purſues ; 
Aly libertic remaines,and yet I reape the ſport, 
Nor can the ſnares of lone my heedefull thoughts abuſe: 
But when I would forgoe, I haue the power to flie, 
And ftand aloofe and laugh,while others ſtarue and die. 
My ſweete and tender flocks(my faithfull feeld compeer;) 
T ou forreſts, hoults,and grones,you meads & monntammes hit, 
| Be jou the Witneſſes of myconteftted yeares : 
And yon O ſacred powers vouchſafemy humble erie, 
And during all my daies,doonet theſe toyereſtrange 
But lu them ſtill _— and gran no other change. 

UP, «+ 
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Poems. 

| [In commendation of A ſolirarie bfe. 
Not yet forſaken (gentle Muſe ) drawneere, 

Andhelpe to wearie out theſe worldly thoughts; 
Goe fitthy methode to my moodie cheere, 
For why fond pleaſure now preuailethnought: 
Since where content and wealthie ſtatedeclines, 
The heart dooth and dolefull bethe lines. 


Forthy (fond man) why reſt I not at laſt? 
= wings of hope are clipte by foule diſgrace : 
The ſiluer downe of agenow flocketh falt, 
Like moſſe on oake to d well vpon my face: 
And what with thoght & time, want & ruth: 
I challenge care for ioy, and age for youth. 
— — wr finde ? 
ſtudious traffique ſor a ſcorne: 
| My due — but repaid with winde; 
And * 1 but + 2 
n which accompt t this aduiſe, 
To ceaſe to Sim l contented wile, 
But gentle Muſe, where boadeththis content ? 
The Princes Court isfraught with endleſſe woes, 
Corruptions flocke where honors doo frequent, 
The Cities ſwarme with plagues, with ſutes, with foes: 
_. Highcliming wits doo catch a ſodein fall, 
With none of theſe Content liſt dwell withall. 


Ahbeautie of the double topped hill, 
Thou ſaddeſt ſiſter ofthe ſacred nine, 
What fruitfull pleaſance followethnow my quill? 


What wondrous beauties bleſſe my 2 ? 
in c 


Euenſuchascarſt the ſhepheard 


Bcheld, when he a Poet once was made. 

Me thinkes I ſee the deſerts freſh arraid, - 

New mantled in their liueries of greene, 

Whoſe frolicke pride makes ſmiling heauen apaid; 

Wherein the Nymphs doo wearie out their teene, 
Waſhing their iuorie in thoſe murmuring ſprings, 
At whole linde fall. the * e ſings. Us 
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Poems. 


See where the babes of memorie are laid 
Vnder theſhadow of Apollos tree, 
That pleit their garlands freſh, and well apaid, 
And breath foorth lines of daintie poecie: 
Ah world farewell, the fight hereof dooth tell, 
T hat true content dooth inthe deſert dwell. 
See where a Caue preſents it ſelfe to eie, 
By Natures hand enforſt in marble vaines; 
Where climing Cedars with their ſhades denie, 
The eye of day to ſee what there remaines: 
| A couch of moſſe, a brooke of ſiluer cleere, 

And more, for foode a flocke of ſ⸗ deere. 
Then here (kinde Muſe) vouchſafe to dwell with me, 
My veluet robe ſhalbe a weede of gray 
And leaſt my heart byt betrayed be, 

For idle talke I will goe faſt and pray: 
No ſooner ſaid and thought, but that my heart 
His true ſuppoſde content gan thus impart. 
Svweete ſolitarie life thou true repoſe, 
Wherein the wiſe contemplate heauen aright, 
In thee no dread of vrarre or worldlyfoes, 
Inthee no pompe ſeduceth mortall ſight, 
In 8 win — _ 
Norlurking which Citie life affoords. 
3 day — her crimſon pride, 
The Morne beſpreds with roſes all the waic 
Where Phæbus coach with radiant courſe mult glide, 
The Hermit Eends his humble knees to pray: 
Bleſsing that God, whoſe bountie did beſtow 
Such beauties on theearthly things below. 
Whether withſolace tripping on the trees 
He ſees the citizens of Forreſt ſport, 
Or midſt the withered oake beholds the Bees 
Intend their labour witha kinde conſort : 
Downe drop his teares,to thinke how they agree, 
Where men alone with hate inflamedbe. 


Taſte 


Poems. 


Taſte he the fruites that ſpring from Tellus woomb; 
Or drinke he of the chriſtall ſprings that flowes: 
He thankes his God, and ſighes their curſed doomb 
That fondly wealth in ſurfetting beſtowes : 
And with Saint Hierom ſaith, The Deſert is 
eA paradiſe of ſolace, oy, and blis. 
Father of light, thou maker ofthe heauen, 
From whom my being well,and being ſprings: 
Bring to effect this my deſired ſteauen, 
Thar I may leaue the thought of worldly things: 
Then m my troubles will I bleſſe the time, 


My Muſe vouchſafde me ſuch a luckie rime. 
| Fins, T. L. 


Beauties Lullabic. 


Fas ego verſiculos feci, tulit alter honores. 


6 I had thought to haue ſuppreſſed this Lallabie in ſilence, 
amongſt my other papers that lie buried in obliuion: but the impu. 

dentarrogancie of ſome more then inſolent Poets haue altered my 
ſe in that reſpeR, and made me ſet my name to my one worke, 
* ons other vaine glorious Batillus ſhould preiudice my paines, by 
ſubſcribing his name to that which is none of his one. 


Non meſuree. 


Lullabie Beautie, ſwect Beautie lullabie; 
To ſuch kind of Infants ſing lulla would I, 


Seer , ſweet deſire that made my pleaſant wondring eyes 
To gad e on ſuch a blazing ſtarre,as dims the ſtate of skies: 
WW boſe feature while my Muſe doth nom deniſe upon; 
Sweet Beautie reſt thee ſtill awhile, I ſhal haue done anon. 
Firſt lulla to thoſe lockes deriu d from Phœbus rayes, 
Which faſten light in dimmeſt lookes b vertue of their ſprayes: 
From whence her golden wiers Diana borowed then, 
iy hen with Arachne at the loombe ſhe ſtrone amidſt the fen. 
E 2 


Next 
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Next lulla to the front where onlie ſhrowdes the die, 
Which ruddie Morrow borowed then when Thetis ſhe did ſpie 
To hunt forbidden bed, whereas vermillion hut 
Is ſtaind in ſight and euery ſenſe approues my cenſure true. 

Next lulla to thoſe ſtatelie conerts of her eyes, 

In which in Alablaſter white dame Nature did deniſe 
A ſabtil frame of ſetled wiers, in ſuch confuſed art : 
eA1s thoſe that looke but onthat works amazed doo depart. 
Next lullato thoſe lemps thoſe twinckling ſkemmes of ſtate: 
Mherof but one, dot h dim the Sunne(both)Sunne & Moone do 
On which while Ioue doth prie, the ielous Iunoc hides. (mate, 
T bus Gods & men admire at her in whom ſuch beautie bides. 

But he that doth but marks thoſerocks of marble white; 
Frowheicedo ſpring thoſe ſweet perfume the ſenſes that delight, 
And ſees with how great ſtate the rud die lippes they ſhade, 
Mil think the workma more dinine that ſuc / 4 Work bath made. 
Now ſee thoſe crimſon cheekes, the mounts wherein do dwell 
The golden fruit ¶neas fet from midſt the month of hell, 
Bedett with drinen ſaow,and pounſt with Rubie red; 

To which c e the ruddie roſe, and it wil ſeeme but dead. 

Next praiſe thoſe cherrie lips where roſe and lillie meete, 
Encloſures of th'Egiptiangems, fro whence doth Zephir ſweet 
Breath forth 4 blaſt, and yeeld an noyſe like to Orpheus late, 
Which mou d the craggie rocks to ruth, & ſt ird what ſowas mute, 

7 et in that dimpled chinne bedect with exery grace, 

Where curious eye may eaſlie ſee the beantie of bo face, 
eAdmit but this, that Garimede the cuppe for Ioue did chuſe: 
And if a man might drink with Gods would I the ſame might ve. 

Then bleſſed be thoſe mounts Where V crrus ſits and ſings, 
With wanton Cupid in her lappe,and from thoſe ſtatelie ſprings 
Drawes Nectar Eh to feed ber ſonne: which taft him ſo beguild, 
That onlie for to ſutketboſe teates, be ſtill would be a child. 

But looke a low( my Muſe )and fixe thy ſtatelie view: 
Behold a path like Dedalls maJe,wherein with N ure clew 
A T hcſcus may the ſerret cells of beautie there behold, 

e More ſtatelie thanth'Egiptian tombes,tboughreared all of gold. 
Next 
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Next which of eAlablaſter white a mountaine there dot riſs, 
A mountaine faire of driuen ſnowe wherein incarued lies 
A ſtatelie tipe of Venus vale : ſome calls it Cupids conch; 
Whereas the God deuiſing lies which part were beſt to touch, 

There ſþies he earths Elizium, where Nature ſits and paint. 
T b' impreſſions of the ſweeteſt formes her fancie her acquaint:: 
In which one lulla I would rocks to Beantts grace, 
And be a prentiſe during life to ſerue her in that place. 

Next lulla to thoſe 2 whereout doth fancie prie, 
As one ama d to ſer the ſtarre is fixt before ber eye. 


A Crinite Comet cried faire which on thoſe arches ſtandi 
with ure bands, 


Of Marble white enameled,and cloſde 


But he that ſees thoſe knees, Whoſe feature is ſo faire, 


As when they bend, all knees do bend below and midſt the aire ; 
Whoſe cords by compaſſe kt, and nerues by Nature ſer, 
Bindes Art apprentiſefor ſome yeres the patt:rnefor to get. 

Here reſts not wonders yet : for iy behold a lowe 
Two riſing ſiluer coloured clowdes, which like to theſe dooſhewe, 
Ai compaſt in faire Phœbus then, when in bis midday prime 
Hy ſported with Caſſandra faire,amidſt the ſommer time. 

Now Nature ſtands amazgd her ſelfeto looks ow Beauties feete, 
To ſee thoſe ioynts combinde in ane, and fram'd of Amber ſweete, 
So ſmall 2 pile ſo great awaight,likg Atlas roupheld | 
The bodie,as the mightie man to beare the beanens is bold, | 
But to behold thoſe Gemini,thoſe ſiluer coloured armes, 

Who natiue blond With bluſhing ſtreamel in azare codui:s warmes, 
Inuite the ſence tiles <violtts, bepurfarared faire 
With Floras lillies; ht white the louelie branches are. 

But whileſt ? gaze 4 lem, and ſer thoſe palmes of peace, 
herein the mappe of fortune refts and times diſcents increaſe: 
From whence tbe branching fingers ſpred betipt wit h inorie, 
 Theleaſt impreſſiori 2 mind might molliſie. 

Makes me tifeſſe yen may not write;hart think nor tung vnfola 
The leaſt effe in Beantie,where both iuorir, and gold, 
Where purphure, Ebome whibe, and red, ul colours ſtained bee: 


And if thou ſeeksfov al theſe 3 ſecke my feet to ſee, 
E 3 Sungrie 


Sundrie ſweete Sonnets 
written by the ſame 
Gent, 


I 

A Verie Phenix, in her radiant eies 

I teaue mine my life agai 
He as erws, I watch her fall andrilc : 
wit teares extinguiſhall my paine, 
My 1 — ſhield her —— roles, 
Mine cies for watchmen guard her while jhee ſlecpeth, 
My reaſons ſerue to quite her faint ſuppoſes: 
Her fancie, mine; my faith her fancie keepeth; 
She flowre,I branch; her ſweetes my ſowres ſupporteth, 
O happie Loue,where ſuchdelights conſorteth. 


Fins. 


KS, 1 
* but with ſome griefe benceforth to ſhunne the place, 
Where beautit caſt her ſcortching lookes to feed me With diſ- 
And ſmnce[wasſoſfond to build on ſuch a molde, (grace. 
As enery Wane of vaine conceit the ſubſt ance may vnfolde ; 
1 will repent with teares the errors of my mind, 
eAnd leaue to tie my thoghts tolike of wanton Womankznd. 
IV boſe wayward wiles I fpie hom full of ſleights they be, 
T be heart delights in others choiſe, the hand yet faunes on me, 
And faine ſhe would for ſake, yet folloWes if ne, 
And with her tungrepents tbe time that ere the fact was done. 
And yet ſhe will be thought as conſtant 4s the beſt ; 
Yet ſcornes the ma that beareth faith & courage in his creſt. 
hom if ſhe lift to knowe, his colour fable is, 
A mournful colour mecte for thoſe whoſe eyes haue gaz'd amis. 
His colour pale for woc, his courage all forlorne; 5 
His bart confirm d to ſhun t he ſex that holds his faith inſcorne. 
Welling all men to learme, leaſt they be forſt to prone, 
That Women alter with the wind, and haue no hold in loue. 
. Fans. 
The 


Sonnets. 


T He heauens inclindeto e paſsing cleere, 
nh Their ſhowres reſtraind make billowes of mine eies, 
Their windes made calme within my breaſt appeere, 
Which dims the aire with fighs and heauie cries. 
My frozen loue hath laidthefroſt adowne, 
Theſe ſnowes reſtraind ſerue to congeale my heart, 
This pleaſant ſpring my ſtormie ſorrowes frowne : 
Goe vin bookes, ceaſe fooles to boaſt your art, 
marke the cauſe: my Miſtres ſmiles and lowres 


A 
Makes cleere the heauens, & clowdes my heart with 
Fins. (ſhowers. 
4 
Will become a Hermit now, 


and doo my penance ſtraight 
For all the — of coal in 
with fooliſh raſhnes fild; 
My hermitage ſhall placed be, 
where mellanc holies waight, 
And none but lone alone ſhall knowe 
the bower I meane to build, 
My daylie diet ſhall be care, 
made calme by no delight- 
My dolefull drinke my drierie teares, 
amidſt the darkeſome place 
The fire that burnes my heedles heart 
ſhall tand in ſtead of light, 
And ſhall conſume my wearie lift 
mine errors to deface. 
My gowne ſhall be of ſpreding gray 
to clad my limmes withall: 
My late repent vpon my bro\we 
ſhall plainlie written be. 
My tedious priefe and great remorſe 
that doth my ſoule enthrall, 
5 hal crue '0 plead my wears panes 


* 


Siosnnets. 
and penſiue miſerie. 


Of fainrful bop ſhal be my fo, 
Toa Witnes — jay. 


Finis. 


3 
JF charl ſecke theſhade, I ſodeinlie doo ſee 
The God of Loue ſorſake his bow, and ſit me by: 
If that I thinketo write, his Muſes pliant be: / 
If that I plaine my griefe, the wanton boy will crie. 
If llament my cares, he dooth increaſe my paine: 
If tearesmy attaint, his cheeks be moyſt with mone: 
If Idiſcloſe the wounds the which my heart hath ſlaine, 
Herakes his Faſtiaoff, wg pb Jayne nh 
If that I walke thewoods, the woodsare his delight; * 
If I my ſelfe torment, he bathes him in my blood: 
He will my Souldier be if once 8 5 
If ſeas delight, he ſteeres my barke amid the Houd: 
Inbriefe, thecruell God dooth neuer from me goe, 
But makes my laſting loue eternall by my woe. 
a Fins. 
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Earie am | to Wwearie Gods and men, 
Wearie am I toweep ſo manie teares 
without ſome ſuccor : 
'Wearie am I my Wwretched ſtate token, 
| Wearie am} toſee my wofull yeares 
conſume with dolor. 
T heſe mounts theſe fields theſe rocks, theſe wants, theſe Woods 


Reſigne t heir ecchoes to my Wofull cries, 
n h diſdamed : 


. too mac 
Tyheſe lambes, theſe kidds,theſe bullockgs leaue their foods, 
Theſe floweri, this graſſe, wit h mourning parc hed lics 

to ſee me paine d. | 
Naxght under Sunne that hath not tafted change, 


My 


Sonnets, 
e My bitter grief alone abideth ſtill 
without departure. 
Accurſt be Loue, that Wrought this wonder ſtrange, 
Boading my ſorowes by my wanton will 
that cauſde my ſmarting. 
O quiet life forepait , Why haft thou left 
The wofull ſhepheard Wearie of his paine 
tofeed on ſorrow ? 
Oh weeping eies of wonted ioyes bereft, 
Why leaxe you him whom luckleſſe Lone hath ſlaine 
to view the morroW ? 
Ay fant full flocke dooth lang and lament, 
To ſee their maſter mourning his miſchance 
this iolly ſeaſon : 
My bagpip's broke, my roundelaies are blent, 
Aly rebecke now my ſolace to aduance 
accounts it geaſon : 
Ter not alone ſheepe, lambes, kidds weep my woe: 
But roc kes for ruth, and birds for ſorow plaine 
my wofullwending : 
Then cruell Lowe voxchſafe me to forgoe 
My wretched life, the cauſe of mickle pane, 
and make mine ending. 
The roc kes their brookes with murmuring noyſe ſhallweepe, 
The birds their ſongs with warbling notes ſhallſing : ** 
and full ef pleaſure 
My floc kes ſhall feed, although their maſter ſleep, 
And to my graue their falling fleeces bring, 
their natiue treaſure, 
Solace each where ſhallraigne when } am dead, 
No care, no woe no ſorrow ſhall prenaile : 
: but well content ed 
Poore I ſhall ſleep when curſed Lone is fled, 
That firſt With furie did the fields aſſaile 
where I frequented. 
Finis 
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7 
e earth late choakt with ſhowers 
Is now araid in greene : 
Her boſome ſprings with flowers, 
The aire diſſolues her teene, 
The heauens laugh at her glotie: 
Yet bide I ſad and forie, 
The woods are deckt with leaues, 
And trees are cloathed gaie, 
And Flora crowd with ſheues 
With oaken boughs dooth play: 
Where I am clad in blacke, 
The token of my wracke. 
The birds ypon the trees 
Doo ſing with pleaſant voices, 
And chaunt in their 
T heir loucs and luckie choices : 
— —— they are 
NI z mine armes am wringing. 
The Thruſhes ſeeke the ſhade, 
And I my fatall graue: 
T heir flight to heauen is made, 
My walkeon earth I haue: 
They free, I thrall : they iolly, 
I ad and penciue wholly. 


x 
Hen with aduice I weigh my yeare forepait, 
V eAnd count the 2 my you 71 
Ho my fond cies on gariſh beautie plaſt, 
Dimae by deſires in vaine opinion ſlept : 
For euerie looks and thought with teares I crie, 
5 I loath the faults and follies of mine eie. 
By which my heart was burnt with ſcorching flame, 
Crowing to head by ſtealth of idle time, 
Whom oft my lookgs With bluſhing red did blame; 
Bat follie fiæt before, it = to prime: 
So for my wanton lookss with teares I eric, 
I heath the faults and follies of mine eie. 
Oh wanton looks, yee foes of ſad foreca#t, 
That wept the teares of will, and not repent : 


Now ſee the end hom fickle faire is paſt, 


8; 
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And crimſon chetkes With crocked yeares ave ſpent: 
And blame your ſelues,and Nc. my carefull crie, 
Who loat b — faults and follies 7 mine eye. 
Finis. 
FJAnd, heart, and eye; touch, arg and did beho'd 9 
A lock,aioye,a ms of great de 
Lookes OE ,loyes rare, but lockes 115 * gold, 
Hearts ioye, eyes lookes, hands touch ſo pleaſde my {1 Ire oht 
That what ! would, by eye, hand, heart I trie, 
And what J am, is but hand „heart, and eye. 
Fins. 
F hollowe eyes, if wan andweariſh face, 0 
If ſcalding ſighes my ſecret ſuites bewray: 
Loe (loue )t heſe lookes that want their former grace, 
And dying thoughts which ſecret ioyes betray. 
And grant me this that either death may eaſe, 
Or humble ſuite my miſtris wrath appeaſe, 
Whoſe dire diſdaine more pines my fainting Oy) 
Than Ætnaes flame that fumes both night and 
IVhoſe Wiſedome when it meaſures by deſart, 
Diſſolues my doubts and driues my woes aways 
Who/e lookes if once they yreld me beames of grace, 
Diſcharge the furrowes that befret my face. 
T wixt hope and happe my ſhi ny a _ 4 _—__ 
The Seas are ſi, he the A LEA 
Would Sea . eAncker ar wry pes. 1 faile, 
So land of lone were gain d to foile annoye. 
I ſay no more, the teare that laft did fall 
On latter une, can ſhewe and open all. 
Finis. 


II 


Satyre fitting Ni, riuer ſide, 
Foreworne with care that hardlic findes recure: 
A ſtraying Nymph in paſsion did deride 
His teares his care, her ſmiles her ſcornes aſſure: 
He r. ſhe wiſhr,and all their thoughts among, 
Fancie beheld and ſung this carefull ſong, 
F 2 Pcrhaps 
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Perhaps the furrowes inthy wrinckled face. 

Growne by thy griefe,abate thy wonted forme: 

Perhaps her eye was formde to yeeld diſgrace, 

And blemiſht that which wit may not reforme. 

Perhaps ſhe will if fo thou liſt to proue, 
Perhaps ſhe likes, and yet ſhe dares not loue. 

But if. perhaps) tl fortune be ſo faire, 

Laugh Satyre then it proues a pretie prize: 

And if thou wilt, ſo liue to ſhunne diſpaire 

As looking long thou keepe thy proper eyes. 
This ſaid ſhe ceaſt:the N . ſhe fled away, 
And good perſwaſion cauſde the Satyre play. 
Aire Phoebus flowre vpon a ſommer morne, 
Gan proud with laue to — her painted pride, 

And gay with glorie with a curious ſcorne, 

Di/dainde t boſe buds that bloſſom d her beſide. 
When Roſe and Lillies, Violeta and Balme, 

(Scarce warm d to worke their beauties to a flowre ) 

With enutons Wrath neere to a water calme, 

Beheld my Phillis in a happie howre, 
Not walt nor wonme too much wit h ſolemmne ſleepe, 

But ſweethe ſlombring they beheld my Saint, 

The Roſe and Lillies both together creepe; 

The one her lip, the next her cheeke Ale, 
And beth they ſpread : the Violet conſum d 

To gentle re her amber breath fulfilled: 

Apollo feeling all thtaire perfumae, 


Mh gentle beames into her eyes dift illed. 


Nis flowre amazd,gaur Roſe and Lillies place, 
The Sunne his ſhinewithin her eyes containeth, 


The Roſe her lips, the Lillies decke her face, 


The Violet within her breath remainet h. 
Lenuoy. | 
12 ceaſe (fond men )henceferth to boaſt your flower, 


Since Roſes, Lillter Nioleri are ours: 
And hœbus dath homage to their powers, 
And Phillis eye bis glorious 7 dAewonrts. 
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